THE    ISLAND    WORLD
If you would have adventure, the real article and
plenty of it make your will, bid farewell to home
and friends, and embark for the Pomotous. I started
on this principle, and repented knee-deep in the
deck-breakers, as we butted our way through the
billows, bound for one of the Pomotous on a pearl
hunt. . . .
We were looking for land. We'd been looking for
three hours, scarcely speaking all that time. It's a
serious matter raising a Pomotou by moonlight.
"Land !" squeaked a weak voice about six feet
above us. A lank fellow, with his legs corkscrewed
around the shrouds, and his long neck stretched to
windward where it veered like a weather-cock in a
nor'wester, chuckled as he sung out " Land !" and
felt himself a little lower than Christopher Columbus
thereafter. "Where away?" bellowed our chunky
little captain, as important as if he were command-
ing a grown-up ship. "Two points on the weather-
bow !" piped the lookout, with the voice of one
soaring in space, but unhappily choked in the last
word by a sudden lurch of the schooner that brought
him speedily to the deck, where he lost his identity
and became a proper noun, second person singular,
for the rest of the cruise. . . .
We could scarcely tell how near the land might
lie; fancied we could already hear the roar of surf-
beaten reefs, and every wave that reared before us
seemed the rounded outline of an island. Of course
we shortened sail, not knowing at what moment we
might find ourselves close upon some low sea-garden
nestling under the rim of breakers that fenced it in,
and being morally averse to running it down without
warning. It was scarcely midnight; the moon was
19